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FAIR EXCHANGE 

IS NO BARGAIN 

By ARTHUR LANE 



JIMMY didn't have any 
other name. Just Jimmy. 
His parents were both killed in 
an auto accident when he was 
two years old and old man 
Sorghum had found the baby 
before the wreck blazed up. 
There wasn't a clue when the 
fire died down. Gasoline is hot 
stuff and even the license num- 
ber on the car .was melted 

Old man Sorghum didn't 
know much about babies but 
he wouldn't give Jimmy up. 
Just named him and kept him. 
He-wrote letters out about the 
wreck. So did the sheriff. But 
there were no answers. So 
Jimmy grew up in the little 
mining town of Blue Brick. 
He belonged to the whole town 
in a way. Felt at home in any 
house in the place and there 
were thirty-seven houses, A 
town of nearly two hundred 
people! 

It was natural thai the boy 
learned about the outdoors 
young When he was ten he 
could dive like a kingfisher 
and swim like an eel. When it 
came to climbing trees *he 
could race a squirrel. And he 
got to know the animals as 
well as the folks. He knew 
where the squirrels hid their' 
nuts— and they didn't seem to 
mind if Jimmy wanted a 
couple. 

He knew the best places to 



catch bullheads, and pike, and 
bass. He knew where the 
speckled trout played, and 
how to catch a mess for din- 
ner. -He was no slouch at his 
school work either; always 
managed to learn his lessons 
and keep ahead of the two 
other boys in his class. 

By the time he was twelve, 
Jimmy used to help old man 
Sorghum a lot around the 
store. He ran errands, deliv- 
ered bundles of groceries or 
nails. It was a general store 
and sold everything from 
chewing gum to plows. 

Blue Brick was getting to 
be a bigger town, too. There 
were seventeen more houses 
and the population was 356 
people! That was because of 
the new bus line that ran 
through on the state road, and 
(he irrigation ditches. Two ir- 
rigation ditches ran past the 
tnwn now. and the nearby 
country could graze cattle and 
water them. So there was a 
slaughterhouse and a tanning 
factory in town. They hired 
quite a few people, so more 
kept moving into town. 

But that's funny, too! It was 
progress, but if it hadn't been 
for that progress there prob- 
ably wouldn't have been a 
robbery! 

Jimmy was tending store 
alone that night. He was in his 
fifteenth year and going' to 



high school. He felt perfectly 
capable, and old man Sor- 
ghum trusted him. 

Jimmy didn't sleep on his 
job. either. He saw two or three 
strange faces pressed against 
the front window at different 
times during the evening and 
he didn't like their looks. He 
was glad there was a customer 
in the store each time. But he 
got to thinking and made some 
quiet moves behind the 
counter, moves that couldn't 
be seen from the windows. 
Then he waited, not knowing 
what else to do. 

And it happened all of a 
sudden. One man stood inside 
the front door, a gun in his 
hand. Two others ran inside 
quickly. Both had guns. 

"Come on, kid, open the safe 
and be quick about it," one 
man ordered. 

"Safe?" Jimmy's voice 
trembled, but he didn't 
weaken. "We never had a 
safe." 

"Step on it." the man in the 
doorway said. 

"Where does the old man 
keep his money, then?" the 
first thief demanded. 

"Why—," Jimmy seemed to 
the robbers to be scared to 
death. 

"Come on, kid." one urged. 

"The - cash register," 
Jimmy faltered, "I guess that's 
all. He never—" 



0NE OF THE MEN 

jumped behind the coun- 
ter and opened the drawer to 
the cash register. Then he 
looked up. 

"AH there is in here," he 
yelled, "is two one dollar bills 
and a little change. Come 6n. 
We ain't got all night." 

Jimmy had kept hoping 
somebody would come along 
and_ see what was . happening, 
but nobody did. He ducked 
under the arm of the man 
nearest him and tried to run. 
The gun butt swung down 
heavily. Jimmy saw a burst of 
stars, then nothing. He was 
falling, falling— 

A jumble of voices brought 
Jimmy to his senses. Old Doc 
Jones was fussing around his 
scalp, mumbling something 
Jimmy couldn't quite make 
out. 

"No fracture," he heard 
finally, then, "Guess seven 
stitches will do it." 

That was all, except that his 
head ached terribly, and that 
they were all talking at once. 
"State road." "Sheriff chas- 
ing." Things like that. 

Finally old man Sorghum 
came in. Jimmy could see he 
was worried about the money 
as well as about Jimmy's head. 

"Had practically nothing on 
'em," Sorghum told the others, 
"an' thry won't talk. I was 
hopin' maybe—," lie stopped 
and bit his lip as he glanced 
across at Jimmy, 

Pretty soon Sheriff Ligam 
came in. and he looked wor- 
ried too. "Lose much, Eb?" 
he asked old man Sorghum. 

"Fifty 5-dollar gold pieces. 
Sheriff. Saved 'cm for spring 
stock for the store. They was 
back^of the draw. Don't see 
how they found 'em." 

Jimmy sat up suddenly, 
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"Those, Eb? I hid them. Saw 
these fellows lookin' in the 
window earlier and didn't like 
it." 

"Where, Jimmy?" Sor- 
ghum and the Sheriff helped 
Jimmy gently to his feet. 

"Back room. Come on." 

But the little hollow space 
under the loose floor board 
was empty when Jimmy lifted 
it. He looked, rubbed his eyes 
and looked again. The men ex- 
changed glances over Jimmy's 
head and he felt suddenly hol- 
low at the pit of his stomach. 
It looked as though he had 
stolen the money! 

Jimmy sat down and 
thought hard for five minutes 
in spite of his aching head. 
Then he turned to the Sheriff. 

"If you'll clear the store, 
Sheriff, and give me a bright 
new penny, I think I can find 
the money. I'll need a long 
piece of string too." 

fEN MINUTES later 
Jimmy scooped an assort- 
ment of buttons and pieces of 
tin from the hollow. He made 
sure there was no other hole 
than the'one on the floor, then 
placed the penny in the middle 
of the hollow where the light 
hit it, through the hole. 

He looped the string, like a 
lasso, around the hole and laid 
it loosely along the floor. Then 
he crouched back of the door 
to the big room and Wfiited. 

"I may need a half an hour 
or even more," he said, " so 
please don't make- any noise 
until I say you can," 

The men shrugged and re- 
treated to the front of .the 
store to wait. Jimmy's honor 
was at stake and they in- 
tended to give him every 
chance, .although his actions 
were sort of craiy. 



forty-live minutes passed 
in silence. Then the two men 
heard Jimmy whistle softly. 
They looked up and he mo- 
tioned them to come, but held 
his finger to his lips so they 
wouldn't talk. 

Jimmy had not moved from 
his place beside the doort, yet 
the string led across the room 
in a different direction than 
before. It disappeared behind 
some sacks of grain. 

"We'll have to move those.'' 
Jimmy whispered. They did, 
and the string disappeared in 
a hole in the baseboard. 

"We'll have to pry the base- 
board loose, and maybe a 
floorboard." Jimmy told them. 
So they did, 

And five minutes later both 
men stared at a heap of fifty 
5 -dollar gold-pieces, and a 
brand new penny. They were 
too surprised to speak, but 
Jimmy laughed. 

"It's the packrat," Jimmy 
told them. "He saw all these 
nice shiny coins, and traded 
buttons and things for them. 
He didn't know it wasn't a 
fair trade. You know how 
packrats are— they pick up 
and hide any shiny thing— but 
always replace -it with some- 
thing else. They may do this, 
thinking you won't notice the 
substitution, or it may be some 
funny sort of honesty, giving 
you something in return, but 
all packrats do it." 

And after a rrunute the men 
laughed, and then tears came 
to old man Sorghum's eyes. 
"Of course, packrats do just 
that! And to think that for a 
minute even I doubted you, 
Jimmy," he said, and blew his 
nose, hard, "hut it's all right 
now, I'll never doubt you 
again." 

And he- didn't. That hap* 
petied s.everal years ago. when 
people still had 5-doIJar gold 
pieces. Jimmy's grown a lot 
since then, but he's very proud 
of one thing. 

Whenever anybody loses 
anything in the town of Blue 
Brick people just laugh, and 
say: "It must have been Jim- 
my's Rat!" 

The End 
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